3io                    BOTHWELL              [ACT in.

Maitland.                            Madam, for God's love,

Come you not in their peril; I am armed,
If both not run upon me.

BothwelL                        Fool, I say,

Give place, or I shall know not what I clo ;
Make me not mad.

Queen.                    I cannot fear you yet.

Will you strike now ?

BothwelL                 I should but do you right.

Why thrust you in between me and this man
Whom your heart knows for traitor, and whose tongue
Crossed and betrayed our counsel to the lords ?
Had he his will, we should not stand to-day
Here heart to heart, but you in ward of them,
And I divided from you,

Queen.                            My sweet lord,

.Let not your wrath confound niy happiness ;
Stain not my fair and fortunate hour with blood
Shed of a good man who shall serve us yet.
It shall more help to have him live our friend
Than fiftyfold slain of our enemies.

BothwelL    Have your will's way : he cannot cross

us now;
I care not if he live.

Maitland.                I am bounden to you

For so much grace.

Queen.                    Vex not his mood again.

To-morrow shall all friends be reconciled;
To-night rest here in surety.

BothwelL                           Be it so.         \ExtunL